Heirs of the Symbolists
palaces to music, to find an enchantment to which hers is akin.
Nurtured upon an aristocratic tradition which she is left, in
maturity, to lament, she is always seeking the key to a fabulous
past And when she finds it, the gardens unlocked by her
verse seem the haunt of one who on honey-dew had fed and
drunk the milk of Paradise.
Where reynard-haired Malinn
Walks by rock and cave,
The Sun, a Chinese mandarin,
Came dripping from the wave.,.
The flowers that bud like rain and dream
On thin boughs water-clear,
Fade away like a lovely music
Nobody will hear,
And Eolus and Boreas
Brood among those boughs
Like hermits haunting the dark caves
None but the wise man knows.
But Malinn's reynard-coloured hair
Amid the world grown sere
Still seemed the Javanese sunrise
Whose wandering music will surprise
Into cold bird-chattering cries
The Emperor of China
Lying on his bier.
One must yield wholly to the spell of skilfully managed
vocables and fluid images tinctured with rich associations, to.
relish this poetry. But submission means the freedom of a
country as fair as it is fantastic.
The obscurity of modern verse is almost equally due to the